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The Prompter. 





Let there be Genius, too, ----- for That’s the Soul. 


Effay on Poetry. 





FRIDAY, JANUARY 9. 1736. 





To the Author of the PROMPTER. 


§ CLERGY MAN, of my Ac- 
quaintance, was telling me, 
the other Day, that, happen- 
ing to mention, in Company 
with a Manager of one of our 
Stages, the Neceflity there 
feem’d to be, for a Reforma- 
: 3 tion, in the Theatres, The 
© Gentleman miftook it, for Wit, to reply, “ That 
“ it was Pity, fome Good Body did not endeavour to 
“ introduce a better Tafte, by turning the OLD 
© TresTAMENT into Tragedies.” , 
¢ Eprefume, This Poor Gentleman had borrow’d 
© his Goss of an Old Teftament Tragedy, from The 
© Creation of the World,—JErurHa’s Rafh Vow— 
© The Droll of Fudith, and Holofernes : —or, (to 
© defcend, a little Lower) from the ORATORIO’, 
© of Effher, and Deborah!—It is probable, He 
might never have heard, that the Hiftorical Part 
of that venerable Colleétion really furnifhes the 
Theatres of FRANcE (the gayeft Nation upon 
Earth) with fome of their fublimeft, and moft po- 
pular, Tragedies. 
“ So that, inftead of expofing his Ignorance, He 
might have better demonttrated his Wit, by fup- 
plying, iz good Earueft, fome of his Dumb Days 
in Lent, with touching, and Dramatic, ORATO- 
R10’s, from the Fountain into which he was plea- 
fed to throw Dirt. It having been juftly re- 
mark’d, by a Writer of the prefent Age, “ That 
“ more may be faid in Favour of thefe Hebrew Sub- 
© jects, than of Any other, whatever ; — as They 
“ ‘are, in a manner, Every Body’s Acquaintance, 
*¢ and Every Body’s Countrymen.”* 

* Ir is true, indeed, as Mr. Cowley obferves, there 
© is much more, of Gevius, requir’d, in This Walk, 
© than in the common ones. But, where That is 
“ the Cafe, there is no Room for Comparifow.— Lam 
© able, by Accident, to fend you a Specimen, how 
© far above the cuftomary Notions, of cold Cant 
© and Formality, fuch Scenes might be carried: and 
© Tleave it to your Judgment, Mr. Prompter, whe- 
* ther we have many Firf? és, even among our 

moft celebrated Dramas, which deferve to be pre- 
© ferr’d ta what follows, from the Beginning of a 
© Manufcript Piece, in my Hands; to which the 
“ Author has not bluth’d to prefix the Name, of 
‘SAUL: A Tragedy. 


ACT 17. SCENE 1. 
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Saul. Bedumb, vain Boy !—nor force a Soldier’s 
{ Bluth : 
A King’s I name not :—for, thy recreant Blood 
Stagnates, too cold, to fee/ a Monarch’s Fires.— 
Born, witha fupple, an un-mounting, Soul, 
Daring, yet dull ! and, without Motive, brave! — 
n-Jealoufly, f/wpporting, even the Hand, 


That darrs thee from a Throne !— by Birth, indeed, 
Thy Claim: but, pumily, refign’d, to Fondne/i, 
For One, whofe Guilt, thy Blindnefs wou’d proteé, 
To hunt thy Father’s Life, and fhame th¥ Own ! 

Fouath.— Far from my Heart, with humblett 

Duty fill’d, 

Be every Thought that gives a Father Pain. 

Oh !—by thofe Virtues,which (uncrown’d) had reizr’d, 

And owe no Honours, to arefcued Throne ! | 

Diftruft not Him, whofe inmoft Soul Pve fearch'd, 

And find it, ftamp’d, for Virtue ! Fonathan 

Scarce, More, avow'd your Sox, than ———. 
Saul.—For thy Life, 

Breathe not the Traitor’s Name. 

Fonath._—I MUST wot, Now.— 

Yet—but your Frown prevented—I might, ¢//2, 

Perhaps, umwarily, have jude’d him wrorg’d : 

Perhaps, have added, ---(had the King not frowz’d) 

Thar, tho’ far fallen, Himfelf, His Faith ftands firm : 

His Loyalty u2-match'd, as, when, Alone, 

Un-arm’d, He dar’d, beyond an Army’s Power !-— 

When, charg’d with Trophies, from That l’retc:>, 

of GaTH, 

Modeft, he met, your Foy, and Wonder, mix’d ; 

And b/ufh'd, beneath the Fuftice of your Praife ! 
Saul.—I fee, nor fee, difpleas’d, thy gen’rous Aim: 

That, to difarm my Vengeance, wou’d re-ca/l 

The Triumphs of His Hawd, whofe Heart I hate.— 

Thou art too weakly Partial, in his Caufe. 
Forath.— Yet, meant I, to be juft— 

Saul— Ha! juft ’— where, —an{wer me, 
Where isthe Rebel, zow? This Mopest Rebel ! 
Now, when his bleeding Couztry claims his Sword ! 
When hoftile Pa/eftine, with conqu’ring Hand, 
O’er I/rael’s Mountains, pours the tawnay War |! 
Where is your Davip, now ?—your bate Deferter ? 
Does he not march, enroll’d, th’Invader’s Guide ¢ 
Heads he not out-law’d Hebrews, in theit Caufe 
Perverted, All, by Him? All, Rebel Braves! 
All, Emulative of their Traitor Chief ?— 
Does he not come, difclos’d? a Foe, proclaim’d ? 
Blafting his native Air ! to ftain the Land, 

With bloody Bluthes, at Thy Friendfhip wrong d ? 
Fonath.— Might! prefume >— but —if | ayr— 
Saul.— Goon. 

I love thy Virtue :—’tis thy Cuorce, I corn. 
Fonath.— Oh! paflive Fate, of friendlefs Mifery! 

Thus, the Unfortunate, condemn’d, by All, 

Hear, what they /uffer, charg’d, as, what they /eek ! 

Even Saul! Imperial Saul! the Wife! the Fujt ! 

His Country’s Guardian ! and his Subje’s Sou/ ! 

Even He !—forgets— that— whome His Anger 

blames, : 

But, from his Sovereign’s darted Favelin, fled | 
Saul— He fhou’d have ftaid; and watch’d re- 

turning Peace. 

Another Day, perhaps, my Soul, like Thine, 

Might have o’er/ook’d th’infulting Stamp, of Scorx 

The Leer, of confcious Hope, th’exultine Scow/- 

That, proudly blaftful, from the Traitor’s Brow, ; 

Eye'd his {upplanted Lord, and glow’d with Joy ! 
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<a08,F Shall then, officious Prophe?’s erring 
| eal ‘ 
Condemn the Gui/tle/s ?--He nor knew,nor with’d,ir: 
His humbler Thoughts repel/’d, th’unpleafing Hope. 
Saul'-— Perith thofe Priefts |! whofe guilt-anbint- 
ing Hands 
Light up Ambition: and, beneath the Name 
Ot un-concurring Heav’n, lodge Grace, in Lrzs, 
To fan&ify Rebellion! So, was my Youth 
Seduc’d from quiet Happinefs !—So, drawn, 
To quit the Joys of independent Peace ; 
And facrifife Retreat, to pompous Mifery !— 
But, when, detective of their coward Frauds, 
When, felf-affur'd, I fear’d not to forgive ; 
When, firm, to /pare the Conquer’d, and Diftrefs’d, 
¥ dar’d affert the Gop, againft the Prizst ; 
Dar’d disbelieve, that Mercy cou’d offend, 
Or Cruelty delight him— trembling Hypocrites 
Transferr’d Dominion, to an humbler Upftart ; 
And, wrong’d the Power of Heaven, to keep their 
Own. 
Enter High Prieft, melancholy. 
H. Prieft.— Thus, to ENquirniNG Sau, Tl’ 
ALMIGHTY {peaks. 
Saul.—Smile, Reverend Dotard !— Smile— That 
GLooo betrays thee. 
E’re thou begin’ ft thy Lift, of Lying Wes, 
Know, I fore-judge ’em.— Tis not a Prie/?’s Virtue, 
To aida Power, that zot om Priefts depends. 
Were the Gop really Yours, whofe Name you play 
with, 
He wou’d be yours, dwt, while he ferv’d your Ends ; 
If He forgave your Foes, He loft your Prayers. 
H. Prieft Fear, not my Voice: but, hear, the 
Voice of Heaven. 
Thus fays The Great, th’ offended, Lorp of ALL ; 
“© Why feekft Thou He/p from Me, when my 
Commands, 
** Prefumptuous, Thou haft broken———from thy 
Houfe 
“* The forfeit Kingdom, rent, from faithlefs Sau/, 
“ Is to Another, given ———— 
Saul,—Leffener of Heaven! 
When I, at Shiloh, fought thy fruitlefs Prayer, 
Task’d not my own Fate—my With but glow’d 
With warlike Warmth, tomeet th’ Invader’s Powers. 
[ hop’d, the Fears, you felt, had tun’d yout Oracle, 
To WaRRANT, ow, repenting Subjects Duty, 
Whom, when You found vo Call for their Affiftance, 
You taught Rebelliow; and difarm’d the State. 
H. Prieft.—U—rim, and Thu —mim, Every vari- 
ous Rite 
Of our myfterious Law, we ttied, in vain: 
No anfwering Gop envoic'd the facred Vail, 
No Sign, propitious, {natch’d th’ accepted Fire, 
Twas All blanc Silence—All, portentous Gloom— 
The half burnt Offering {moak’d, in beamle/s Flame, 
Drops of cold Sweat bedew’d my lifted Hands, 
The rifing Pavement heav’ ene my Foot ; 
A fighing Wind, groan’d, bodeful, from within, 
The Curtains trembled, and the Lamps expir’d. 
Fonathan. Oh, Horrid !—deprecate, ‘Thou reve- 
rend Seer ! 
Th’ impending Frowns of Heaven---A Monarch, 
ava 
Shall ia to thank thy Prayer and bai/ Thee, blett. 
Saul. When fuppliant Princes KNEEL, to pam- 
per’d Priefts, 
The Mitre hides the Crowz Degenerate Boy ! 
Kings, who, Themfelves, want Props, fupport no 
State.—-- 
Abner, yet, mine---and Gilead’s Captains, firm, 





Wich their unfhaken Thoutands, aid my Caufe--. 
Prieft, let thy Trumpets found Seditisn’s Call 
Mine. fhall rife, fhriller, and be heard to Heaven - 
For, ‘tis thy Caufe, O Heaven! tor which I fight. 
Away---g0, kneel---pray hard for my Deftruction, 
Then, Heaven, +0 crofs your Hopes, nay blefs my 


Arms. 
H. Prieft. No---when, from Battle, Saul returns, 
with Life, 


Say, by my, Voice, th’ Eternal never {poke--- 
Then, be the Death, Ty Doom, referv’d for Mg ! 
Saul.---Oh ! greatly hinted! All thy Curfes fall, 

Redoubled, on my Head, if Thou not dieft, 

A punifhed Traitor, in the Army’s View, 

That Day, when I return with Conqueft Home. 
Enter Abzer. 

Abner, Thou com’ft, at With---See the High Prie@ 

Committed to the Care of watchful Guards ; 

My Vidtory, or Death, decides his Fate. 
[Abner zods to two Soldiers, who 

eize the Hizh Prieft. 
H. Prief?. Ah! Prince---What Man can do, Thy 
Courage will. 
But Man, againit his Maker, ftrives in vain.--~ 
[| Exit, Guarded, 

Abner, Let the King live for ever,---Let his Foes 
Fall, and be crufh’d, beneath his Virtues Power, 
Till he looks round, upon a fmiling World, 
And Every Eye, that meets Him, owzs Him Lord: 
Ranging, this Morning, o’er the neighbouring Hills, 
Ina high Cave, on Exdor’s craggy Side, 
Deep, in the clifted Rock, retir’d from Day, 
Sleeping, I took This Sorcere/s,---taught her Power, 
By oft-hurt Shepherds, who, in Vales, beneath, 
Tending their fleecy Care, had felt her Spleez. 

Saul. Hag! When thou heardft of thy dark 

Sifter’s Fate, 

How didift thou dare to bid thy flatteririg Hope, 
Cherifh a Thought of Life, plung’d in an Art, 
Baleful, polluted, horrible, and black, 
With myftick Bloodfhed, and with Midnight Spells? 

Witch. Oh, {pare my worthlefs Life, a namelels 

Wretch 
Dependant on a Miftrefs, who compells 
Th’ Infernal Powers, themfelves, to ferve her Will, 
And chains up Life, and Death, to wait her Call. 

Saul, hia does the Death-devoted Mifchief 

dwell ? 

Witch. Safe, and far hid, within that dreadful Cave, 
Lie Cells, which fhadowy Forms, at Midnight, skim, 
Fill’d, with thin Yellings, and faint Screams of Ghof?s, 
Conftrain’d to meafure Earth’s remoteft Bounds, 
And rob the Graves, of Kings, to feed her Fires. 

Saul. What can her Power perform? 

Witch. What can it ot ?— 

If, from the Front of Heaven, fhe /ur’d the Stars, 

The trembling Fires, obedient to her(Charms 

Wou’d,fwift defcending, leave their darken’d Sphere, 

And ftream zew Daylight onthe wondering World. 

Or, if the filent Realms of ftarting Deat 

Hear her kvown Call, ftrait, from the burfting 
Tombs, 

Unbodied Duft refumes the fummon’d Shape, 

And /eaps to Life, connected, for her Aim, @- 


Suppofing, I have fent you enough for the Com- 
pafs ot your Paper, I ftop, here, and fubfcribe my- 
felf, . 
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Fer ers Sir, Yours, Ge. 
S (ale 
| one 
Oe PHILOTHEUS. 
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